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Random Thoughts on a Boyhood ( Imm Limited to Grownups

W ith Morals for Amsts \th Au S.ud to l,‘uk Them, as a Class

By HARRY ESTY DOUNCE.
ll" ever pood fairy offers me three

wishes, my first one will be to have
the gifts of a competent illostrator,-and
take an illustrator’s bus driver’s holidays
drawing pietures for my favorite navels,
But when they are drawn T chall, T hope,
Luve sense enoiigh to hide fhem away from
Should any Pul Pry rom-
muging in my studio unearth them T
could explain that they were scenes from
Shakespeare.

Mr. Ueorge Varian has been giving him-
self exactly the boliday T envy, and with
Ireasure Dslawd.  He s the son of a sea-
faring man, aml hus been one himeelf, and
“this story of the sea and bunied treas-
ure™ so entievd kig @lt rimed brush that
“withont an order e staried a set of pre-
tres.”  Thus far 1 admire Mr. Varian.

Wit his pictures are the excuse for a
new edition of a book of which copies ean-
not be too mgny, hut of which editions for
every purst were always available,  The
question is whether Mr. Varian's labor of
love 15 worth another. Suppose we waive
enngiderations like the pressure mpon a
restricted supply of white paper.

publishers.

Paget's Pictures.

Some nogels are the incoutestably filed
claims of lustralor pieneers, whose
drawings arc asociated onee for all with
the text. Treasure Islawd may not be one
of them. But for readers who began on
the Paget picfures it 5 hard to believe
they will ever e others more sympathetie
and satisfying. I pever reread aboot Mr.
Dance nding down Pew or Silver examin-
ing the duplieate chart on deck by lan-
tern light or Jim in the erosstrees shool-
ing Israel Hands and the latter tumbling
backward from the shrouds withont see-
ing, line for line, as Paget saw—which, 1
beliese, in higotry perhaps, is very mueh
as Stevenson himself saw.

Mr. Varian has a more reeent anticipa-
tor in the able N. C. Wyeth of the Pyle
school. Mr. Wyeth rather jettisoned fidel-
ity to go for the shuddersome feeling
which the pirates, as monstrons hobgeb-
lins of the dark, might inspire in a sensi-
tive ehild. Tf the whole ship’s eompany
were PPews amd all the action took place by
night—and if TPreosure [dand were a
Juvenile; a familiar point I shall get to in
2 minule—there would be much o be said
for the idea. Mr. Varian, more like Paget,
nndertakes o illustmic in the ordinary,
eonsrientions way. (Perbaps I mean the
extraordinary eonseientions way, as illus-
trating done while you wait goes now.)
Being late in the field, he finds the best
subjects preempied.  Bill Boness slash
al Dlack Dog he eannot resist, but in-
gtead of Hands's demise he gives us Jim
dodging Hands around the mainmast—
Jim as a rather buttery little boy, Hands
(who with all his Tow, piglike cunnipg
and his gunner’s eye is only a sodden,
honest looking dolt) as a flerce, aquiline
eutthroat out of a bad dream.

Pew Finds Bill Bones.

His painting of the entrance of Pew to
Bones is a fair enough example of his
achievement. Here is @ sene whose qual-
ity being grusped frow the text by the
netor who originally plived Pew in the
Hopkins dramatization enasbled him to
freeze the blood of every person in the
theatre. Instead of the valuable gloom
inside.a dork pub. parlor town:d vightfall
of a fogey winter's day, Mr. Varian leaves
the paper white and guileless aronnd his
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fizures; the sinidter mystery of Pew’s
great clouk is lost, and each rent and
pateh outlined as if 1o guide a eostumer;
the “dreadful looking figure” himsolf,
though correet as to the properins, he-
a merg ugly blind man wanting

e 18

HHIS
some Tront teeth; the Bue jawed Do
an oid Ttalian limraur an, and .lim this
time 18 Lord Fauntieroy in plun and
lowly parh,

Some of Mr. Varin's work is w eolors,
eome in line. He certainly eannot be
charged with laek of courage, for he
throws in portrait studies of the heads of
six principal echaracters. A tempting
thing to try, but what a hazardous thing
to publish! It is troe that enly one
chargeter, Silver, i really a hamuon ex-
n]!nn, the rest exeept Pew, who is a
nizhimare, and Jim, who i largely a flex-
ible deviee to enable R. L. 8. to play with
his yarn freely, being assgnuble to <tan-
dard types. Nome the less, (hey are alive;
they are eomplete; in Kipling's phrase
they stand on their legs, and they are as
well known to most of us nearly as var
parents. The looks of cach one is more
or less eampellingly suggested. The mind’s
eyve has something to guide i, in Silver's
ense it has mueh. We have all made men-
tal portraits for ourselves

Impossible Portraits.

Because T happen to see “the neal,
bright Doetor™ as an incisive, rather Celtie
individual, with deep set, twinkling eyes,
a disciplined mouth and somewbat salient
and opimonated nose aud ehin, I do vot
insist that an illustrator wust model his
features just so or ri=k my awful displeas-
ure; I do insist that he draw a man who
eoneeivably eould be David Livesey, M. D.,
rnd not a worrited elderly bemu on the
faeial lines of movie idols. 1 am open
+ uinded about the Captain’s physiognomy,
but not about bis nature; T ®on't have
Mr. Vanran's low seafarnng anarchist. All
I require for Jim Hawkins is at least the
vears of early sdolsernee. A elinbb® it
tie eherub eould not manage Jim's adven-
tres—to say nothing of Jim's impossible
fehcity as @ narrator!  As for the Sqoire,
T admit he iz a fool. with his facultios
bandaged ke a Clinese woman's fool by
the Tory traditions of Lis easte, but not
{if you sense the ehoice distinetion) that
he is a fathead, which 13 Mr. Vanan's
opinion.

For Silver I am, like Stevenson, more
specifieally exacting. Not, hewever, the
impossihilist all these strietures might
lead voa to sappose; the hland and oily
Suver of Henry Dixey of the eloguent
rolling eyes approximated my Silver in
appearunee very well. Mr. Varian has
tried to draw the sea cook with his mask
off, and what he has drawn 15 Blackbeard
with a elean shave. Silver at his transi-
tory uglest and deadliest eould hardly
Jook like thaly while ithat evald never re-
motely resemble the kindly, obsequous
Silver who takes in the Doclor himsell un-
til the apple barrel betrays him. Silver
never is fully unmasked, but always
watching the main chanee  shrewdly
through one mask or another.

In short, these Varian pictures will nos
do. You have only to glanee at them to
see ity and to say it is all the reviewing
they require. I huve examined them at
length, partly because I have a passion
for Treasure Island and take pleasnre in
writing about it, partly beesuse any man
who shares that passion suficiently to
etart a set of pictures without an order is
entitled to extended eonsideration.

The publisher’s purpose seems to have
been to provide the very young idea with-
a low priced, clear printed edition full of
pietures. But is the very young idea the
public for Treasure Jeland? R. L. S
frankly thought to “feteh the kids”; it is
generally soneeded that he failed. As to
the eauses of his failure I recall no in-
ride testimony, and venture to offer a ft-
tle. The kid I remember began on the
book at 10, for the exeellent reason that
his parents had furbidden it, lest it have
Lim seeing things at night. He found it
dull—then. These were the Spanish war
days, when every rightly cunstituted kid
nad by beart the date, speed, armament
and eomplement of every modern warship
n two navies, and they were the stufl of
lis romanee of the sea.

Also the shapes and makes of revolvers
and repeating ritles, with wooden emula-
tions of which we played Wild West or
eops and rohbers, never cighteenth een-
tory Captain Kidd and buried treasure.
Such bistorie earnage as we recoguized
went back no farther than the eivil war.
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We were ap to date, muzzle loaders and
poriwips were old fashioned., Oue feller
with a Winchester ree-peater could pick
ofl every pirate in that eharge on that
stockade! It wasn't pirates we saw in the
Jark: it wus seientifie and bighly lethal
hurglare. We could make believe aliout
Murs on a i‘i' eh (1 renvorher our ‘Aiﬂg‘
faseinated by uncomprebicnded serial in-
stalments of The War of the Worids) or
about prehistore dinosaurs, provided they
were slain with Winehesters, as happened
in an excellent fanciful tale by a young
man named Robert Chambers. But en-
chanting reerention of excitements a een-
tury and a half old, and English exeite
munts to boot (we still hated Gq\-)l"gl' IIl.
and Lord North from our seliool books,
M arles Altselial wiil learn with in-
Lervst), were wistad on our momaturity.

Casualties and Beauty.

Besides, there was too mueh fair play
for pur taste in Treaswre Island. The cas-
nalties go give and take. Fever belps
valor win against long oddse. The anthor
af Young Swrefoot knew more about
fotehing kids; in his works the boy hero
slapghters the coemy wholesale, simply
mows duwn multitudes of variets with his
own hand. This, now, Jim Hawkins he
only kills one—and that one rather for-
tnitously. We bad our opimions of such
a poor spiriled milksop. And while it
1 uf resord that young Lloyd Oszhourne,
the kid for whom the tale was made and
on whom it was tried, stipulated there
should be no women in it, I have my
doubts that Muster Osbourne’s misogyny
i< the rule and not the exeeption at a ten-
der age. Hoybood ean throb for beauty
in distress; it is stale old eynies who re-
Jvice s a elass when they piek up the
rare good yarn devoid of a heroine.

I ean tell vou just which part of
Treasure Island proved miles over ehild-
lwod’s head. Tt is the subtle “motivation”
—nasty word!—of the pnivate diplomaey
of Long John where, with all the advan-
iage still ustensibly the pirates’, he plavs
to have “a fool in either eamp,” and dick-
ers with Jim and the Doctor to save his
neck. To save our lives we eouldn't make
him out. We wanted our villains eon-
sistent and elemental.

Past Possibilities.

I will own that if ehildhood could have
this beloved bouk read to it with a very
little cery tactful expounding by the way
-—if every kid conld first sample il under
some poor approximation of the eondi-
tions under which the original kid was re-
galed—the effect might be different; in-
deed, I know of a ease where a most un-
nsual sehool teacher did read it aloud to
her Seventh Grade and it “went big” I
am salisfied, though, that real ehildhood
is unready to read it slope.

At late 14 the boy T remember me«t with
it again. He could probably hdve taken
to it then, but it was thrust upon him in
a high sehool English eourse, and you had
te “tell in your own words” on theme
paper the story of the murder of Tom,
and pick out balaneed senteners and met-
ephors and such. No hereafter ean be
foo hot for the muttonish good intentions
of “edueators® who do things like that
to books hke Treaswrs Fsland. It is all
right for George Ehot; T highly approve
of it for The Vicar of Wakefield. Shake-
epeare suffers it everywhere, and =o re-
viving Shakespeare loses money, Why

that youth ever opencd the book agun [
canuot sy, Ile did, at 20 or thereabout,
snd has sinec reread it sevenieen times,
whiels is only a good beginning.

The new edition is pockmarked with
proofreader’s slights here and there, but
g0 are all the ather new -publieations of
the day.
TREASURE

Georpe Varan,

ISLAND. Mustrated by
Charles Beribner '+ Sous,

Alice Meynell’s Poems
By BARRETT H. CLARK.

NE fevls a sense of relief in turning
to the studied passion and anrevo-
Tativnary religious ardor of Alice Mey-
nell’s poetry.  Mms. Meynell is of the ine
of Meredith, and her slender volume, 4
Father of Women and Other Poems, con-
stantly reealls the less rocondite verses of
The Master. The relief just remarked
will be felt by thoss readers that are sar-
feited with the prodoets of the Experi-
mentiste, good and bad. Mrs. Meynell's
peetry is studied, soplisticated, Victorian,
conventional even.

The handlul of poems eomprising this
volume are various in charaseter, though
the note of religious eestasy predominates.

The porm that gives the volume its title
is a slirmmg appeal; it is worth quoting:

“Our father works in us.

The danghters of his manhood. Nat un-
dona

Is he; not wasted, though transmuted
thus,

And though he left no son.

“Therefore on him T ery
To arm we: ‘For my delicate mind =
easque,
A breastplate for my heart, courage to die,
Of thee, eaplain, I ask.

“Nor strengthen only; press
A finger on this violent blood and pale,
Over this rash will let thy tenderness !
A while panse, and prevail. 3
3
“‘And shepherd-father, thou
Whese staff folded my thooghts before
my hirth,
Control them now I am of earih, and pow
Thou art no more of earth.
i
“*Oh liheral, constant, dear!
Cemsh in my nature the angenerons art
Of the inferior: set me high, and here,
Here garner up thy beart.

“Like to him now are they,
The million Hving fathers of the War—
Mourning the erippled world, the bitter
day—
Whose striplings are no more.
L

“The erippled world! Come, then,

Fathers of women with your honor im -

trust;
Approve, seeept, know them danghters of

man,

Now that your sons are dust.”

The highly wrought and chastemed art
of Mra Meynell has alwavs prevented
popular appreeiation of her aristoeratie
workmanship, but this volume shonld ap-
peal to the lovers of genvine if not alto-
gether unhampered and inspired verse.

A FATHER OF WOMEN AND OTHER
POEMS. By Alwe NEvsEuL.  (Charles
Beribner 's Bons.

A Republic

of Nations

A Study of the Orgsnization of a Federal League of Nations
By RALEICH C. MINOR

Srofesor . Constitutions) and 1

nternalional
. 316 Pages.
Deals with the formation of a permanent league
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James Madison’s Notes of Debates

" of 1787. Their
experie
Peace Conference of 1919

Thirty-five

in the Federal Convention of 1757 and their relation 10 2 more perfect
Society of Narioms
JAMES BROWN SCOTT
Shows in simple and narrative farm how the thirteen American States recon-
interests and ereated the United States in the Federal Convention
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